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HE next issue of Puck, No. 1936, will be twenty pages, with 
six of these pages in colors. Puck will regularly be twenty 
pages thereafter. Puck will be, we think, beginning with the 
next issue, the best ten-cent weekly periodical in the United 
States. It will combine the character of wit and humor that 
you are used to expecting in our best publications with a 
standard in artistic color work that has up to this time not 
been attained in the United States. The original paintings 
that will be reproduced have been secured, many of them, 
from European artists; others from almost unknown artists 
right here in the United States, whose work: has. been so 
startling and unusual that it has not received recognition from 
the ordinary conservative publications. 


as <= SEE | 
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WITH the next issue of Puck will begin the regular weekly page 

by Mr. James Huneker, the famous Art Critic. It will be 
entitled ‘‘The Seven Arts.”’ Its exact character, something 
entirely different from what you have up to now been accustomed 


to expect as ‘‘art criticism,’’ we will leave for the page itself to 
reveal. 


In addition, commencing with the next issue, Mr. Stephen 
Leacock, the famous author of the ‘‘ Nonsense Novels,” ‘‘ Sun- 
shine Sketches,”’ etc., will be a regular contributor to Puck. 


In a word, the improvements that you have recently noted 
in Puck are but a faint indication of the really immense stride 
forward to the head of the worth-while periodicals which Puck 
will make in its next issue. 


Mr. Hy Mayer, who has been traveling in Europe for two 
months, getting in touch with foreign artists and absorbing 
from contact with them the new spirit in English and Continental 
humor and art, will be home at his desk with Puck by next 
week, Beginning with our issue of April 25th, his world-famous 
cartoons will appear regularly and exclusively in Puck. 


Yes, in all seriousness and all modesty, we will be able to 
say after the next issue, not to read Puck is to miss the best 
that America has yet produced in the way of an entertaining, 


artistic, and informative, as well as a really clever and witty, 
periodical. 


Bul quite as important is Puck’s policy, its Editorial backbone. 
This will be unchanged. As one well-known newspaper 
man has written us: 


“| like to think of Puck as a Quixotic periodical— 
artistically supreme: a lance of laughter, piercing foibles 
and fakes, and shattering pretence and hypocrisy.” 


Yes, that is right, Friend, that is what we want to make 
Puck. 


PUCK has no axe to grind except the axe of Justice. Puck has 
no mission except to bring Good Cheer. 


PLEASE do not forget that Puck is in need of contributions— 

really clever literary ones, and unusual, new, and different 
pictorial ones. The need for clever humorous matter was 
never more urgent than at present, when we want to maintain 
the high standard that we are setting in our next two issues. 
No periodical was ever more ready than Puck is at present to 
pay the highest prices for contributions of the standard it 
requires. In the case of literary contributions, the shorter the 
better. Puck pays, not by the line, but by the smile— and Puck 
pays cash on acceptance. 

Puck will use its best care with manuscripts, but cannot 
be held responsible for their loss. Manuscripts sent in by 
mail should be accompanied, in every case, by a self-addressed 


and-stamped envelope or wrapper, otherwise they cannot be 
returned. 


EAD Puck. Read the next issue. Read all the next issues. 
Everybody loves Puck, the Magazine of Laughter and Life. 





— 


Drawn 8y HARRIET MEAD OLCOTT. 


T MIGHT HAVE BEEN! 








Persons and Personages. 


Painteo sy M. DE ZAYAS. 


Ro. 5.—M@r. and Mrs. Vernon Castle: 
RHYTHMIC DERVISHES. 


T was Edison who invented the arc light, and it was Mme. Curie who discovered radium; but who invented the Tango? We can very well conceive a world in 
which there would be no arc lights, no radium, no aeroplanes, and even no Pankhursts; but can you conceive of a world wherein things do not dance? 

The first dance was described by Democritus, the Bergson of ancient Greece, who, in his Theory of the World, told us how the atoms from all eternity were 
tangoing, turkey-trotting, and doing the Hesitation through space in stupendous tangents, whorls, and semi-whorls. 

So there is nothing new about the ‘‘Dance Mania.’’ The atoms in the body and the corpuscles in the blood are the real Furlana Kids. And from Democritus 
to Mr. and Mrs. Vernon Castle is not such a far cry. This’picture of De Zayas’s gives us the very essence of the modern dance, which is made up of virtuosity, 
vascularity, and ventrosity. 

Whirl! Whirl! Whirl! The Tango, the Maxixe, and the Furlana have shaken the world from Spitzbergen to Patagonia! What next? The floor-crawl and 
the ceiling-walk ? Benjamin De Casseres. 
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“What 


\/HEN we let other people write 
our paragraphs for us, it is 
no proof of slothfulness on our 
part. Why shculd we attempt to 
paint the lily? Here are two items from New Haven. The first is by 
President HADLEY of Yale. The second is by the New Haven 
correspondent of a New York morning paper, Gentlemen: President 
HADLEY! 


“The reason that boys go to Yale to-day, the reason 
that parents send their boys to Yale, is that people see 
Yale men and know what they stand for. They stand 
for public service, for achievement without the parade 
of achievement, for honest work in the intellectual line 
and for honest effort in competitions.” 





- 
Mtecee?” 





Ard here is the other item. Gentlemen: the New Haven 


correspondent! 


“More than two hundred Yale freshmen were to-day 
placed on probation by the faculty. For several days 
York Street freshmen have been pelting passers-by with 
burning matches, bags of water, and other missiles. 
Two freshmen were recently arrested for throwing 
bottles at pedestrians, and were fined $25 each.” 


That will be all for to-day, gentlemen! Pass out quietly. 
‘e 


A Yonkers gentleman, aged 76, is among the dis- 
ciples of the modern dance. A Tangogenarian, as it 


were. 
Ne 


THEY used to honor great men by naming cities, parks, or streets 
after them. Now they invent a new dance and name it after 


them. For instance, there is the McAdoo Wave, so named in honor 





of Secretary MCADOO. Judging by the height of the gentleman, 
it must be something in the nature of a tidal wave. They missed a 
grand chance, however, by failing to call it the McAdoodle. 


‘e 
[F you criticize BILLY SUNDAY, he will tell you to “go to hell.” 
So at least savs a certain Methodist preacher. BILLY, you may 


recollect, used to talk to umpires in his early career, and the language 
of the home-plate is seldom the language of the pulpit. 


mets. shan en @ 





Fools these Mortals be!” 


CFRMAN Socialists object to a government appropriation ot 200,000 

marks to cover the expenses of the Crown Prince during a visit 
to South America. German Socialists should do nothing of the 
kind. In what surer way could the cause of Socialism be boosted 





than by having it known that a rich young man, a Crown Prince 
by accident of birth, may saddle the expenses of “a hunting and 
pleasure trip” upon the taxpayers? Revising a familiar adage—give 
an old régime enough rope and it will hang itself. 


‘< 


As a rule, one does not find in hymnals an endorse- 
ment of the dance, but in ‘“‘Lead, Kindly Light,’’ John 
Henry Newman wrote “One-step enough for me.” 


“ge 


\ OMEN ought to have part-time jobs, according to Dr. JAMES 
HANEY ROBINSON, of Columbia; devoting the rest of their 
time to raising families. A good suggestion. Caring for a family 
occupies not more than, say, tifteen hours of a woman’s day. She 
could get a part-time job for some of the hours she new devotes 
foolishly to sleep. 
‘e 


(  FRERAL VILLA declares that he has absolutely no ambition to 
} become President of Mexico. Perhaps he might like to become 
a “Contributing Editor” of The Outlook. 





Graton TILLMAN’S formula for health includes an overhead foot 
exercise while reclining flat on the back. “ As though you were 
kicking off a vicious dog,” he adds. Senator TILLMAN should have 
a post-impressionist portrait of himself doing this act, if possible 
showing the overhead dog. 
‘e 


=ERDINAND PINNEY EARLE is coming back to the United States. 
Isn’t there a nice bleak nook on Hoffman Island where Uncle 
Sam might establish an affinity colony ? 


= 


OHN D. ROCKEFELLER is ornamenting his Pocantico estate with a 
YJ 250-ton rock. As a compliment to one of his most faithful ser- 
vants he might dub it an Arch-boulder. 


@ 


i\ BANDIT tried to hold up a New Haven train. Oh, let up! Has n’t 
i the poor road suffered enough from bandits ? 
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Drawn By R. Van Buren. 
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o’ that cheap skate, thinkin’ I’d floit with 
anyone that can’t afford to eat in no better 


place than this! 





DREAMS. A GREAT newspaper is a newspaper out of which the news is so 
Alp the Lion to the Lambkin: “Let us eat together, pray often crowded by the advertising that it dare print anything. 
Cy For the grass is nice and tender; let us frisk about and play.” 


And they did it—loving, trusting, knowing neither hate nor fear, ~ 
For Isaw them, heard them, brothers—in my dreaming, reader, dear. 





LE, Said the Briton to the German and the German to the Russ, 
JA ane And the Russ unto the Frenchman: ‘“ Nevermore we’ll have a fuss, 
m Te 9 , For we’ll do away with armies and we'll let our navies go.”’ 
L a Joining hands, they did it gladly—in my dreams it happened so. 


Said the Militants: “ Oh, never do we care to have a vote, 
We are sorry for our actions —wish we had not burned or smote; 
We repudiate Mis’ Pankhurst, and we stand for law and right.”’ 
Thus I heard them in my dreaming, in my dreaming in the night. 


U/ 


Said impartial Colonel Roosevelt, all the good within him stirred: 
“ Ne’er again will I e’er use it — use the short and ugly word, . Mh A 


For I know that men may differ—even I, at times, am wrong. A $ a 
Politics I’ve quit forever.” Gee, but I was dreaming strong! Z : 
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A reformer told the voters: ‘ Just elect me in the fall, y 
I will govern wel! and wisely, there will be no graft at all.” 
And they put him into oftice and he gave a clean régime, 
For he ruled the people wisely—but it happened in a dream. 

Matthew Hamilton. 

Bd 
A HURRY CALL. 
PROMISING MATERIAL. . rile ; 
Conpuctor.—How is it you didn’t get tickets for the 


HEATRICAL MANAGER.—What’s that stuff you’re working over? youngsters, Madam? 
Dramatist. — My kid’s school lesson in sex hygiene. I think Mrs. Quack.—Goodness me, man! ‘They were hatched 


it would make a hit if I could dramatize it. on the train. 









TRE “You ask me what 
is the commonest 
COMMONEST _ faultat golf?” said 
the Idiot. 


FAULT “If | have to 


give one in a hurry 
I should be inclined to say topping or ‘ super- 
topping,’ which latter term being translated 
means the art of producing air-strokes, those 
abortive aerial efforts which affect the ball 
not at all, but the temper most damnably. 








Playing the ascending stroke. 


“The main reasons for the wonderful 
prevalence of this fault are that in the first 
place the learner is taught to hit the ball 
from a tee, which puts the ball up higher 
than he generally finds it elsewhere, and 
that sufficient emphasis is not laid on the 
fact that it is no part of a player’s business, 
in the vast majority of cases, to trouble him- 
self about getting the ball into the air. 


“His business is to hit the ball properly. 
The /oft of the club does the rest. 


“ An astonishing number of people forget 
this, The consequence is that they, in the 
vast majority of cases, play an ascending 
blow; in other words, they try to hit the 
ball up. 





Those who start this way don’t top much. 


“‘ Practically none of them realizes that the 
ball will rise better if one makes no attempt 
whatever to raise it, but simply devotes 
one’s attention to hitting it. Indeed, the bail 





ij > 
F any reader of Puck can show 
that the Idiot is wrong, he 
will receive from Puck the sum of 
ONE HUNDRED DOLLARS, 
and the Golf Idiot will go without 
salary for that week. 

Address PUCK’S GOLF 
IDIOT, PUCK, 3013 Lafayette 
St., N. Y. All letters, to receive 
consideration, must be signed with 
full name and address. 

Letters received by PUCK’S Golf 
Idiot will be considered his prop- 
erty, for publication or other use 
as he may see fit. $100.00 for the 
first letter each week PROVING 
HIM WRONG. 








Nu S 


will rise and travel better if the blow be 
more downward than upward. 1 shall 
explain that fully to you when | am dealing 
with the push shot. 





‘The ideal stroke for an ordinary drive 
in golf should be so timed that the club 





‘Topping is a deadly sin’’ —— so his 
partner thinks. 


returns to the ball and hits it in practically 
the same position as it was in at the address 
the moment before it was lifted for the 
upward swing. 

“There would be much less topping if 
players accustomed themselves to playing 
the ball on the putting-green first, on the 
fairway next, and from the tee last. 





The club follows the arrow. The ball 


rises as shown. 
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“Topping is a deadly sin at golf. It cannot 
ever be of any use except possibly in a 
modified degree on the putting-green. Else- 
where in golf it is useless, and must be 
avoided by every means possible. 











































“A good idea to assist in correcting the 
tendency to top or hit over the ball is to 
place the ball a little further back, that is, 
away from the hole. The player is thus 





The beginner loves a high tee. 


more inclined to hit the ball before the club 
has reached the lowest point in its swing, 
which is what one wants, for a proper under- 
standing of how to do this means that one 
can produce the master-shot at golf, the 
push, about which one hears so much at 
the present time. 


“It may perhaps also assist the persistent 
topper if he stands in a trifle nearer to his 
ball and makes a determined effort to keep 
his club-head in the line to the hole, both 
before and after impact. 


“The best cure, however, for topping, is 
to get good solid practice at the ball as it 
lies through the fair green and without 
being teed up. If this be done, and the 
delusion about the necessity for hitting the 
ball up be conquered, there will not be much 
trouble in regard to topping. 


“The stroke most commonly played by 
amateurs hits the ball late and upwards, 





Returning to the ball in the drive. Nearly the 
same position as in the address. 


although not one player in fifty knows that 
he is doing it, and most of them are pre- 
pared to say quite a few words if told what 
it is that they are doing wrongly.” 
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Telephones rang ting-a-ling ! 


PUCK IN PAREE. 





(By Confidential Cable direct to Puck.) 


PARIS [t is easy enough to guess why 
a this fashion has been adopted. 

‘The reason is simple, yet all-power- 
ful: It is becoming! At first it seemed out 
rageous, carnavalesque. A closer examin 
ation proved that it brought out the exquisite 
coloring of the face. Of course, it should be 
seen only at parties, theatres, and dances. 
It is enough that Madame la Duchesse 
D’Uzés has worn one. There is not one 
chic woman who would not now have flame- 
colored hair or periwinkle blue. 


In daytime it remains an important ques- 
tion to decide how natural hair should be 
dressed. All drawn back, and rolled up like 
an upturned bonnet Phrygien (our witty 
caricaturist, Sem, calls it the banana), or “ d 
/a Titus,” tiny curls all over the head? It 
depends entirely on personal taste or appear- 
ance. 


vw 
“ DINERS- iN lately another fashion has 
-y sprung up among artistic 


sets. It is just this: Dinner- 
ee parties of ladies only, presided 
over by one single gentleman, the master of 
the house, and another gentleman. A well- 
known writer, Monsieur Maurice-Verne, is 
responsible for this new fashion. Last week 
he received among his guests Madame Catul- 
le-Mendés, the famous poetess, Mademoiselle 
Genevieve Granger, a well-known sculptor, 
Madame Du Gast, the explorer, Madame 
Henry Duvernois, a delightful painter, 
Rachilde, the clever novelist, Madame Mazda, 
whose receptions are much admired, la 
Comtesse de Comminges, and... .and I. 


Conversation is much given to witty gos- 


Sip without unkindness. And nothing is 


served but cakes and pastries of all kinds 
and descriptions. That is why those parties 
are called diners-gateaux. 1 have been told 
that next summer it will be quite “ the 
thing” at the fashionable resorts. May it be 
so. It is charming. 





By Courtesy of the N. Y. Evening Fournal. 
A BETTER DAY IS COMING. 
“Men have ruled the world for five hundred thousand years—and usually on a basis of 
violence and war. Women whose influence has gradually civilized humanity, women who 
have opposed brutality for the sake of their children, WILL SOON SHARE IN GOVERN- 
MENT, AND THAT WILL BE A BETTER DAY.” 


THE BULL PUL t-Docs are coming again “world”! Their humble brothers do not 
— into fashion. Many é/égan- eat exquisite food on silver plate, it is true, 
; tes go to the Bois every morning but at least they enjoy all their life their 
followed by those intelligent animals. Those master’s affection. “They are “of the 
sudden fancies about dogs make me wonder family.” 
sometimes. What happens to the poor They do not receive much, but they 
doggies who are no more fashionable? How receive it always. It is, | believe, the sweet 
bitterly they must regret to belong to the revenge of the poor. 


PREVENTIVE SURGERY—A TALE OF FIFTH AVENUE. 
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Sa 
TTLE Percy Vanderpelt Father hurried from the club; Grandma, ’pon an urgent wire, Doctor Cuttem,’all elate, Grandma, with some ginger hot, 
Had a pain beneath his belt. Sister left her beauty tub. Took the fastest cab for hire. Sleeves uprolled to operate, Cured her grandson on the spot. 
Mother wept like ev’rything ; Came a trim, white-aproned nurse, __ Landing in the wild turmoil Got no further than the door. Cuttem, peeved to lose a mint, 
Bringing visions of a hearse. Calm and cool. she soothed like oil. Butler said the scare was o’er. Said some things unfit to print. 
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THE NEWS IN RIME 


Hank Thaw, of indelible mem’ry, 
Has issued another “appeal”; 
The battleship “North Carolina” 
Is finished —as far as her keel. 


OM MARSHALL confessed to a 
birthday, 
Our wish— M. H. R. O. T. D.! 
Hen Siegel was largely indicted, 


And stings were removed from the bee. 


The Mayor complained of a headache— 
Ten miles of the Subway were dug; 


Vin. Astor, the imminent bridegroom, 
Is trousseauing briskly these days; 
Both sides claim the score 


























In the Mexican war, 
And Jay Gould won the tennis with aise. 


t Penned on St. Patrick's Day. 


The flour of Spring 
Is a very dear thing 
And the Pankhursts are out of the jug.* 


Subject ‘to change without notice. 





Kentucky, a high State of moisture, 
Has voted en masse to stay damp; 
Vic Huerta wants three million dollars — The Kaiser acquired a grandson, 
He echoes our own modest thought; And Paris went armed like a camp. 
The late militantrums in London Paviowa, the Ty Cobb of dancing, 
Have splintered our interest to nought. Has fractured a fortune in feet; 
Affinity Earle went to Munich, The new pantalette 
Where most of the beer is brunette; Has the town in a fret, 
John D. cannot reign And those black leather hats are 
In the Kaiser’s domain, just sweet. 
And the Gaynors are marrying yet. 





Sir Straus, of Manhattan and Turkey, 
Was slated once more for the Hague; 
The two o’clock lid was adopted, 
And Huerta complained of buck aque. 
A wave hit the large “Imperator,” 
And battered the bird at her bow; 
The price of a prune 
Has jumped over the moon, 
And we’re wearing our lighter ones 
now. 


t Fever arising from financial stringency. 
Ff. Dana Burnet. 


Palm Beach did a slipperless tango— 
Tangoing, as ’t were, to extremes; 
Marconi is ’phoning by wireless— 
He talks, you might say, in his dreams. 
Sir Bryan’s new llama was banished; 
The circus came tripping to town; 
The Weather-Chart Fella 
Advised an umbrella, 
And many Spring derbies are brown. 









Caruso, the famous high-C man, 
Has signed for three thousand 
per trill; 
Carnegie was medaled by Denmark, 
And Teddy has conquered Brazil. 
The Mayor appeared in a beaver; 
The moon is an oval—they say; 
The styles—we don’t care! — 
Have turned green in the hair, 
And Will Taft lost a lot on the weigh. 
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Drawn sy JOS. KEPPLER. 


A WORD TO THE UNWISE. 


THE Late GEORGE III.— Take a tip, old top! American women, as well as American men, 
know that taxation without representation is tyranny. 

















AUUALAS tages 





MRs. BirD (late from suffrage meeting ).—My! 
I hope I can get in without waking hubby! 


MR. BIRD (late from club).— Gee! I hope I can get in without 
waking wifey! 


JUST A THEORY. 


TOCKHOLDERS of railroads who are not getting their dividends 
should remember that between appearing before the Lobby 
Investigating Committee in the Senate and the increased- 
rate hearings of the Interstate Commerce Commission and 

preparing statistics for the Physical Valuation Board and making 
reports to the Safety Appliance Committee and conferring with the 
Attorney-General over the amicable adjustment of Sherman anti-trust 
law suits and dissolving illegal mergers, the Board of Directors prob- 
ably could n’t find time to declare a 
dividend or even to find out if there 
was going to be one. 
















A* egotist is a man who thinks 
if he hadn’t been born 
people would have wanted 

to know why not. 
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THE BEST EVIDENCE 


HOUGH men may knock and men may roast 
The narrow skirt that shows a stocking, 
From coast to coast, they look the most 
And longest at the one most shocking. 








Yea, many men who rail and blow 
About that skirt, in secret love it ; 
Most women know that this is so— 
They have the figures, too, to prove it. 
Walter G. Doty. 
» 


DIARY OF AN EGG. 


EBRUARY 1.—Was laid to- 
day in a bed of hay by a 
big black hen. 


FEBRUARY 2.—Was put ina 
crate with a lot of other eggs 
and loaded aboard a train. 


FEBRUARY 4.— Reached 
market. 


FEBRUARY 5. — Have taken 
up my residence in what I un- 
derstand is called cold storage. 
Feel rather chilly. 


Marcu 5.—Have been here 
a month to-day. No change, 
no exercise, no prospects, no 
nothing. Not even daylight. 
Feeling pretty stale. 

ApriL 14.—This life is posi- 
tively the worst ever. No won- 
der people die in prison. I’m 
‘most dead myself. 


SEPTEMBER 23.—I don’t care any more. Every bit of feeling has 
been frozen out of me. My own mother would n’t know me. 


NovEMBER 6.—Gee, but I feel rotten! 


NoveMBER 8.— Have just heard that I, along with several million 
other once-eggs, have been condemned to death by the pure-food 
inspectors. "Tis well. It will be a blessed relief. As Emerson said, 
“Good-bye, proud world, I’m going home!” 


HER CLEVER TRAP. 


oLLy.— Father told me to-day that you get $3.500 a year, Paul. 
PauL.—Correct to a penny! 
PoLtty.—Why, you'll have to pay an income-tax, won’t you? 
Pau (grabbing her ).— Darling, they don’t tax a married man 
until his income is $4,000 a year. Save me from being 
taxed, won’t you, dearest? 





EXTRA SPECIAL. 








Gust (in New York restaurant). What’s good to-day, Henry? 
WAITER.— You ought to try the Cave Cuddle, sir. 


It’s got the Hesitation positively stopped ! 


JUST THE PLACE FOR A CHAT. 













































THEATRICAL RATINGS 
FOR GW READERS 


KEY TO RATINGS 
Quality of Performance—a good, b fair, ¢ bad. 
Patronage (as reported)—1 good, 2 fair, 3 poor. 
Class of Show—x drama, y comedy, z musical. 
Not yet reviewed + 
Having extraordinary run *. 
Puck recommends—P. 


. Hudson . . a2xP 
. Gaiety . . b2y 


Anglin, Margaret . 
Along Came Ruth . 


Adams, Maude... . . Empire . . aJxP* 
A Thousand Years _ Shubert . . alxP* 
Grumpy... . . Wallack’s . . alyP* 
High Jinks . Casino . . a2z* 


Kitty MacKay. . 
Maids of Athens . 
Marrying Money . 


. Comedy . . alyP* 
New Amsterdam . . c2z 
. Princess . . b2y 


Omar the Tent-Maker . . . . Lyric . . a2xP 
Pair of Sixes . Longacre . . a2y 
Potash & Pedinutter Cohan . . aly* 
Peg o’ My Heart... . - Cost . . alyP* 
Queen of the Movies. . . . . Globe . . alzP 
Ws ks 3 . . . Liberty . . alyP* 
Seven Keys to Baldpate . . Astor . . aJxP* 
Starr, Frances ha , . . b2x 
The Crinoline Girl , Ratahedieter . . bay 
The Midnight Girl . . 44th St. . . b2z 


The Misleading Lady . 
The Yellow Ticket 
Things That Count . 
Too Many Cooks . 
Whirl of the | World 


. Fulton . . alyP* 

Eltinge . . alxP* 
Playhouse . . a2xP 
- « - ce Gee . . a2yP 
Winter Garden . . biz 





It is Puck’s done to picture one whose 
success has been little short of meteoric. Mr. 
Craven combines that which is seldom seen 
on the stage: A modest, capable actor and a 
successful playwright. 

Yesterday, practically unknown. 
a pronounced success at his calling. 


To-day, 





FRANK CRAVEN IN “TOO Many CooKs” 


PUCK AT THE PLAY 
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BY THAD LAWSON 


JULIAN ELTINGE 
Knickerbocker Theatre 


The proof of the pudding is in the eating 
of it. If it tastes good, why cavil at the 
recipe? One would hardly expect a plum- 
pudding to be good without the plums. 

It devolved on one Julian Eltinge to furnish 
the plums for “The Crinoline Girl.” It 
would have been quite inane without Julian 
and his various skirts. 

There is nothing particularly interesting or 
humorous in watching a man impersonate a 
woman, unless he is a real, masculine man. 
‘This is the secret of Mr. Eltinge’s success: 
When he appears in the 7é/e of the man he 
is masculinity personified; when he suddenly 
appears as a woman the contrast is so great 
that you open your eyes and then laugh at 
his clever satire of feminine characteristics. 

Another phase of Eltinge’s work—one 
that appeals to the ladies—is his artistic 
selection of feminine wearing apparel and his 
ability to look stunning when wearing it. He 
is a perfect model of a “38” 

His present vehicle might be called a 
defective detective story. It deals with love 
and a preposterous detective. The plot is 
unfolded “steady-by-jerks.”. To be more 
explicit, just as the action is developing, it 
ceases—and Julian appears in a new dress. 

‘lo appear paradoxical, this defect is not a 
defect, because the plot would unquestion- 
ably be tedious were it not for the frequent 
interpolation of the aforesaid Julian. 

While Zom Hale (Mr. Eltinge) is awaiting 
further developments of the detective plot he 
Not as a robust baritone, but 
This consti- 


sings to us. 
more like a Chauncey Olcott. 
tutes one of the plums. 

‘The show contains many hearty laughs 
and the plot is tangible enough to keep your 
interest from flagging when you are not 
watching Julian. You will surely enjoy him 
and doubtless find considerable to amuse 
you in “The Crinoline Girl.” 


¥ ¥ 
MARGARET ANGLIN 


Hudson Theatre 


Anything that is worth doing at all is worth 
doing well. Anything that is well done is 
worth commending; especially if it is well 
worth trying to do. 

Margaret Anglin was doubtless aware of 
the indifference shown recent attempts to 
entice New York playgoers, with classic 
offerings. Undaunted by the failure of her 
predecessor, this talented actress opened her 
repertoire at the Hudson with Shakspere’s 
“As You Like It.” 

At the initial performance the writer’s chief 
interest centered on the artistic individuality 
reflected in the presentation of this time- 
honored drama. It could not fail to interest 
the most ordinary student of Shakspere. 

Massive scenery, necessitating long waits, 
has a tendency to make a_ performance 





tedious. On the other hand, simple yet 
artistic and ample effects never tend to 
detract from plays like Shakspere’s. _ Miss 
Anglin agreeably refrained from embellishing 
her presentation with modern and unneces- 
sary ideas of stagecraft. 

Her impersonation of Resalind did not 
rise into the realms of the sensational, yet 
her interpretation was intelligent and appar- 
ently correct. She has appeared to much 
better individual advantage in other 7d/es. 





MARGARET ANGLIN AS ‘‘ ROSALIND” 


The work of her supporting company 
reflected the same careful study in the casting 
of the various characters. 

Such efforts as Miss Anglin has contributed 
toward retaining interest in this class of drama 
are worthy of support. Whether the public 
appreciates such efforts is problematical. 


7 . 
MAIDS OF ATHENS 


New Amsterdam Theatre 


The kind of entertainment that Broadway 
calls Girl-and-Music Shows can be divided 
into three general classes. ‘Those with pretty 
girls and tuneful music are rare; those with 
either pretty girls or tuneful tunes are com- 
mon. However, there is a third class which 
fortunately is rarest of all—those with no 
feminine beauty and no melody whatever. 
To this class belongs ‘ Maids of Athens” 

To describe it more accurately it need 
only be added that it has silly lyrics and no 
plot. Even the scenery is for the most 
part singularly unattractive. ‘The “humor” 
is supplied by two horse-play comedians 
whose class of “wit” is not up to that 
expected on “Toid” Avenue. They miglit 
make it a hit on “ Foist”, but we doubt it. 


A minimum of six faked encores for each 
song served to prolong the agony of the 
audience until nearly midnight. 

‘That Mr. Lehar should have written this 
music, and Mr. Henry W. Savage produced 
this play, is but another evidence that at 
times even the ablest men make mistakes. 
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“THE CRINOLINE GIRL” 
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ANTHONY APHRODISIAC 


I 


THE COLLOQUY BEYOND 
THE STARS 


SCENE: The Unapparent. Below in Space, gleam the 
lights of countless zodiacs. 


IMPRESARIO ETERNITATUS.— Welcome, Capo- 
comico. By the star-dust on your cap and the blue 
mists that still fringe your face | should say you had 
been in Space. 


CAPOCOMICO THE GREAT.— Yes, Sire, I have 
adventured over the planet Earth and my stroll this 
time took me through the United States. 


IMPRESARIO ETERNITATUS.—The planet Earth! 
As far away as that from wisdom? I believe that is 
your first visit to the very newest of our experi- 
ments, this United States. Tell me something of 
the people there, for as you know once a world is 
born of my will I leave the rest to the Wraith- 
maker, he that we call Demiurge. 


CAPOCOMICO THE GREAT.—As to your very 
latest experiment, the United States, things there go 
with tremendous rapidity. Within the lifetime of a 
single being on that planet one could view the 
evolution of a people from a small colony to one of 
the mightiest industrial and commercial nations. 


IMPRESARIO ETERNITATUS. — Tell me more 
about these people who live between my Atlantic and 
my Pacific and whose empire [dreamily and witha 
vision in his voice] maybe, maybe, soon shall be 
bounded only by the Poles. 


CAPOCOMICO THE GREAT. —As I said, Sire, they 
are now in the industrialand commercial stage of their 
evolution. Gold rules them utterly. They are the 
Titans of materialism, and yet they have almost 
made of materialism a mystical religion. They are 
the subtle theologians of the portable and prehensile. 
The are the mystagogues of barter and they have 
mesmerized Europe and Asia with their pros- 
pectuses, which they unroll across the world like 
the scrolls of the Magi. They are the Alberichs of 
their age and I believe they are capable of minting 
sunshine and moonshine and turning them into 
double eagles. 

This United States is a simmering vat, a witches’ 
broth, a Brocken of lurid nightmares and cyclopean 
charivaris of what they call “ Business.’’ Charlatans 
who have about them something of the sublimity 
of Laocoon, gigantic thieves whose eyes gleam with 
the fire that Prometheus stole from the gods, boas- 
ters and bellow-lungs that take one back, Sire, to 
the bombast of Lucifer in the Lake of Fiery Pitch 

In the great Symphony of Materialism the souls 
of these Americans are opus No. 1. 

And this country, too, Sire is the very Pisgah of 
respectability and conformity. In the pursuit of 
property they have lost their liberty. Their mental 
Vulcans wear kid gloves and forge hairpins for a 
living. 

In a word, Sire, this latest experiment of yours 
has come to this: A daring, braggart, sublimely 
adventurous people who are at the same time the 
greatest moral and mental cowards and the su- 
premest hypocrites of which the planet Earth has 
any record, They are titanic Tartuffes. 

If you stretched a clothesline from star to star, 
you could not hang upon it all the dirty mental 
linen of the American sex-hypocrite. 


IMPRESARIO ETERNITATUS.—I should form, 
then, the opinion that these people of the United States 
are devoid of a sense of beauty; in other words, 
that they possess no art worthy the name. 


CAPOCOMICO THE GREAT. —None whatever. 
There are a few gods who peddle stars in secret, 
but in most every instance their fate is that of 
beggars, book agents and street dogs that attempt 
to get inside their skyscrapers. 


IMPRESARIO ETERNITATUS.—As you know, 
Capocomico, | am only concerned about the 
Beautiful and its materialization into perfect and 
Strange forms. Being myself the First Artist, the 
beings that I sprinkle on those various stars Down 
There, giving them varying degrees of intelligence, 
are interesting to me only in so far as they create 
through their maginations. 

The United States, in spite of all you say, Capo- 
comico, has given three or four flashes of Light in 
the last century. But the way must be paved for 
the birth of what is now hidden in that great Golden 
Paunch-of mediocrity and prudery and odoriferous 
hypocrisy. And from the muck and murk and 
material sublimity of these really great Americans | 
wish to strike the flame that shall dazzle their 
children’s children. 


Breve 


CAPOCOMICO THE GREAT.—And you will, Sire, 
perform this wonder in your way, by paradox, of 
course ? 


IMPRESARIO ETERNITATUS.—By paradox and 
irony. Alllife is born by the concussion of opposites. 
To create anything one must first create its opposite. 

Let us go back to the Earth. See how Voltaire 
and Rousseau created Robespierre and Robespierre 
created Napoleon ; how Dante, who expounded the 
glories of the ancient theology, was one of the 
instruments that brought about the materialism 
and atheism of the eighteenth century; how the 
Man of Galilee, preaching asceticism and the 
negation of the flesh, fathered unknowingly the 
nymphaleptic visions of the female saints and the 
unchaste cerebral carnivals of the monks of 
the desert. 

It was the Puritan Oliver Cromwell who was the 
real father of Nell Gwynne and the epoch that she 
represents. 

In the United States, then, to bring on the Age of 
Beauty it will be necessary to create one who will 
incarnate the very essence of the soul of these 
people—a messiah of puritanism, respectability and 
hypocrisy; a new avatar of the eternal Philistine 
and Bourgeois. That shall be the work of Demiurge 
the Wraith-maker. Let us go to his studio. 


II 


THE MAKING OF ANTHONY 
APHRODISIAC 


SCENE: The sub-physical world of unlit consciousness, 
the factory of spheres and men. (Enter Impresario 
Eternitatus and Capocomico the Great.) 


IMPRESARIO ETERNITATUS. — Demiurge still 
dreams, creates and imprecates. 


CAPOCOMICO THE GREAT. — Like those on 
Earth, those lesser Demiurges, those wraith-makers 
in petto, the artists; they dream and curse also. 


IMPRESARIO ETERNITATUS. — Nothing is so 
breedy of dreams as curses; the beautiful is born of 
the ugly. which brings us to our errand, Demiurge. 
The United States of America—you know, no 
doubt, by sight that plot of ground, discovered in 
the nick of time by Europe, who up until then had 
no backyard or underground drainage system—is 
to-day hopelessly commercial, bourgeois, philistine. 
There is no art or literature worth the name. It is 
—so I have it from’ Capocomico, who has just 
returned from the Earth—a nation of business 
brothels and fetid happy homes. 


CAPOCOMICO THE GREAT.—Yes, just that. 
There is astench of virtue wherever you go. Prudery, 
the Old Maidwho has never taken a bath for fear of see- 
ing her own body, has infected life everywhere in the 
United States. And you should hear them snicker at a 
smutty story! Indeed, if it were not for the travelling 
salesmen there obscenity, of divine origin as you 
know, Demiurge, would die out entirely. The 





NONE VISIBLE 


O’GRADY (a ward politician).—Think 
iv th’ likes iv that makin’ laws fer th’ 
counthry! 

O’ BRADY (another ).—Well, as far as I kin 
see, Jawn, it won’t be petticoat gover’mint! 





TRIALS OF A PARENT 


Mrs. PEEP.— Willie is beginning to ask 
questions now; he wants to know where 
eggs come from! 


greatest hope in the United States for a renaissance 
of free speech in sex matters and the nude in art 
lies in the “drummer.’’ It is again, is it not, Sire, 
a sublime paradox that Art shall in that country be 
mothered and fathered in the purulent skull of the 
American commercial traveller, the adytum of 
puritanical teachings ? 


IMPRESARIO ETERNITATUS.— Demiurge, you 
must create for us and for the ultimate redemption of 
these Americans a super-philistine, a gargantuan 
hypocrite, an enemy of all forms of healthy 
salacity, a persecutor of those who glory in the 
transcription of the unfigged human body either in 
color or prose or poetry. He must be chaste, 
moral, a family man, and must epitomize and 
typify in all its sapless grandeur the moral and 
mental cowardice of the American people, their 
middle class stupidity and their militant chastity. 


DEMIURGE.— And what is the purpose, Sire? 


IMPRESARIO ETERNITATUS.— This ninny, his 
nipple and udder of godliness who will sweeten life, 
as he believes, with his free moral milk, this un- 
conscious high priest of phallism, will by his 
repeated acts of tyranny in the name of Social 
Purity (a slogan which, Demiurge, you must aftix 
in him so firmly that he will believe it is the un- 
severable umbilicus between him and his post- 
mortem Redeemer) sting into life, gradually and 
rhythmically, the healthy curiosity which every act 
of literary and artistic reprisal will engender about 
the very things that are taboo. 

You know that has always been the Law, the 
Law of the Immanent Paradox. You know what 
sublime results in cosmic artistry I have achieved 
before through the beautiful thaumaturgy of this Law. 
The same thing will happen in this case. Working 
with his deadliest weapons for one end, this 
celebrated and grandiloquent purist will achieve 
quite another end. Through his morality he will 
achieve immorality--the immorality of beyond- 
good-and-evil that is necessary to all great art and 
literature. He will plant seeds which will yield a 
harvest he never, in his superb nescience, dreamed 
of. That which he seeks to slay shall be immortal. 

CAPOCOMICO THE GREAT.—Divine Master and 
Impresario! What sport thou hast provided for 
me! And will this Ninny-Avatar be born in 
the regular way? 

IMPRESARIO ETERNITATUS. — Not his dainty 
soul. What! through such an obscene swivel! ‘Why 
he would raid his mother if he ever knew of it. No. 
He shall come forth from the bleat of a calf. 


DEMIURGE.— More dirty work! Alas! And 
what is to be his name, Sire? 

IMPRESARIO ETERNITATUS.— Anthony Aphro- 
disiac. 

(The third act ts omitted because the doings of 
Anthony Aphrodisiac on the Earth are so well known.) 


Did he not make known to every school child the 
meaning of certain things that it would have other- 
wise remained in ignorance of? 

Did he not through his untiring activity in the 
cause of Social Purity put the study of the nude in 
art and the healthy frankness about sexual things 
in literature to the very forefront in the curriculum 
of human activity? 

Did he not become a household word—so much 
so that to say “Anthony”’ in a home connoted 
bed, night, joy? 
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Did he not put a prying snout on the face of 
Innocence? 

What could there be said here that is not already 
known of the marvelous life and serenely prim 
death of Anthony Aphrodisiac? 


And would it be wise to go into the erotic under- 
world of Anthony’s tumescent imaginings ? 


IV 
THE BEATIFICATION OF ANTHONY 
SCENE: The Unapparent. The great Cyclorama of 


Impresario Eternitatus, where from all eternity he 
has held his fetes, beatifications and auto-da-fe’s. 


TIME: 1964 (Earth measurement). 


CAPOCOMICO THE GREAT (/aughing).— Yes, it 
was Anthony Aphrodisiac who egged them on. The 
United States to-day has an Art and a Literature. 
They have broken all moulds, smashed all traditions, 
Sire, and bounded in a little less than two genera- 
tions from the mud to the stars. Theirs will be 
the glory of Athens and Byzantium plus. It was 
your marvelous Anthony who gave them the flarr. 

It was he with his eternal “Thou shalt not’’ that 
set into motion the flames that transformed these 
slave-born Americans into what you see they are 
to-day, Sire, the very flowers of freedom in sex- 
utterance and art creation. They are fairly a-reek 
with the Promethean fire. And Anthony was their 


Prometheus; it was he who dropped the flaming 
brand into their subconscious nature! 

What pruderies, stupidities, commonplaces, and 
moral maxims I put into his mouth at your behest; 
and with what joy I watched them filter into the 
secret alleys and chambers of those to whom they 
were uttered! 


And there, in those souls, all those 
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pruderies, stupidities, and anti-naturalistic maxims 
hailed their paramours, looked into mirrors — by 
the supreme law of the association of ideas by con- 
trast—and beheld not themselves, but their alter 
egos, the subtle double of all those who are “pure 
of heart"? (one of their phrases, Sire), the eternal 
imp of perversity hidden in every “moral act”’ 
(another earthism, Sire). 

To-day in the United States sex and its mysteries 
are glorified and hymned everywhere. Life, pain, 
joy, and love are sanctified in dithyrambs and 
bacchic strains. The old super-eunuchs and celestial 
bearded thugs that were their gods have been 
wrenched from their sockets in their temples and 
the fetter-footed lords of passion out of the earth 
and sky have been freed and walk up and down 
the land. 

Democracy and all its vulgarities is dead in the 
United States. The real ar‘stocracy rules — an 
aristocracy of Art, Intellect, Culture. Jehovah and 
Christ are dead and Eros and Rabelais are come 
back. They have the newest and the oldest of 
religions now —the religion of One Life at a Time 
and the divinization and transfiguration of What- 
ever Is. 


IMPRESARIO ETERNITATUS.— Yes, it was a tre- 
mendous transformation, and the redemption of the 
United States must come through those who rise 
beyond-good-and-evil. It is only in the great 
individuals of a nation that a people find their 
ratson d’etre. The voice of Rome spoke through 
Nero just as truly as it later spoke through Christ. 
Here, as you know, Capocomico, only the law- 
breakers on earth are immortal; only the Anarchs, 
the Trespassers, the Misdoers, the Outlaws of the 
Status Quo make life worth living and justify it. 
They are the Artists, as I am the Artist. They are 
made in my image. 
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Now, ! work through strange ways, and sometimes 
the humblest among them do my work. 
Therefore, to-day, Capocomico, | have decreed 


He was 
Look. 


the beatification of Anthony Aphrodisiac. 
the lago of the great American Renaissance. 


¥ 


The background of the Cyclorama flames into 
light and color. Anthony Aphrodisiac is seen 
throned and crowned and unfigged, above him 
gleam in abysmal black spaces a constellated uni- 
verse of eyes that twinkle like stars; they are the 
laughing, ironic, libidinous eyes of fauns, satyrs 
and the immortal progeny of the great god Pan. 


His throne is held aloft by the Queen of Sheba, 
Aspasia and Nell Gwynne, all unfigged, shimmering, 
mirific shapes of Beauty. 


Sappho and Anacreon, unfigged, pass by him 
leading the poets and the painters of the Earth— 
those who worshipped Bacchus and Aphrodite 
beyond all mortal and immortal things. 


Above, beneath, around is heard the passionate 
sex-music of Franz Liszt, Ludwig van Beethoven 
and Richard Wagner. 


Capocomico advances and, kneeling, anoints the 
feet of Anthony Aphrodisiac with puritanized and 
Sterilized grape-juice. Onthe face of Anthony there 
gleams the nymphaleptic light of pre-ordained 
idiocy; his eyes have a lickerish stare and the few 
hairs on his head are erectile, and from his lips that 
drool with expectancy there issues the bleat of 
a calf. 

And it was thus that Anthony Aphrodisiac was 
beatified among the unfigged by Impresario Eterni- 
tatus for his foreordained service in America. 


Benjamin De Casseres. 
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ITS CHARACTER AND GENERAL EXCEL- 

LENCE REMAIN UNCHANGED AFTER 

MORE THAN FIFTY YEARS OF UNPRE-~ 

CEDENTED POPULARITY AND WIDE- 
SPREAD DEMAND. 

AN ABSOLUTELY PURE RYE WHISKEY 





Sold at all first-class cafes and by jobbers. 
M. LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Md, 


KEEPING PosteED. 

“Do you think this baseball war is 
likely to be serious?” 

“T did n’t know there was a baseball 
war.” 

“ For heaven’s sake, man, don’t you 
take any interest in affairs that are vital 
to the nation?” 

“Oh, yes; I’ve been busy watching | 
the progress of the Currency Bill, and | 
I’m mighty glad thev ’ve passed it.” 

“When did that happen ?” —Chicago 
Record- Herald. 
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NEIGHBORLINESS. 

Maip —I’ve come to give notice, 
ma’am. 

Mistress.—Indeed ? 

Maip.—And would you give me a) 
good reference, ma’am? I’m going! 
to Mrs. Jones, across the street. 

Mistress.—The best in the world, 
Maggie. I hate that woman. — Vew 
York Globe. 


THE SALESMAN.—This is a splendid 
health-food. I can assure you the| 
children will cry for it. | 

Mrs. KipMore.—Then it won’t do 
in my house. My children cry enough 
as it is.—Livingsten Lance. 


NEIGHBOR.—Why, bless the woman! 


EVERBROKE.—Say, lend me another 
five. You know, what’s been done) 
once can be done again. 

Gorrit.—lI can’t.—Kansas City Star. | 
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THE DREAD ALTERNATIVE. 

The‘long-suffering wife of a habitual drinker in a Mississippi town served 
notice on the local dramshop keepers—this was in the old days before prohi- 
bition—that she would prosecute any one selling her husband intoxicants. So 
when the gentleman in question, slightly waverous on his pins but dignified and 
scholarly as always, dropped into his favorite saloon that evening and called for 
a toddy the barkeeper only shook his head. 

“*Can’t do it, colonel,” he said. “Sorry; but you know how it is.’ 

“But sir,” said the colonel, “I am athirst. I famish for a cooling draft!” 

“All right, then,” said the barkeeper; “have a glass of water on the house!” 
And he produced a cold, brimming glassful. 

For a moment the colonel contemplated the offering, sourly. 
raised it to his lips and in a resigned tone of voice said: 

“If the great philosopher Socrates could drink hemlock without a shudder, 
I suppose I can swallow this.” —Saturday Evening Post. 


, 


Then he 


AN EpiTor’s Savincs. 

An editor who started about twenty years ago with onlv 55 cents is now 
worth $100,000. His accumulation of wealth is owing to his frugality, good 
habits, strict attention to business, and the fact that an uncle died and left him 
$99,999.—Lditor and Publisher. 








N EW BOOKS—“‘The Hair’’—its physiology. 
anatomy, diseases and treatment — a scientific 
treatise published by the European 


STELLA.—What is the matter with 
the Montessori method ? 
BELLA.—It doesn’t leave you any- 


specialist H. 


Achershang, M.M.D. (Norway), has made a great sensa- 
tion, “Its wonderful results bave astonished the medical 
profession.”’—News. The Book, WITH SWORN STATE- 
MENTS and doctors’ endorsements, is sent FREE on re- 
ceipt of 6c. for postage. &c. Address the author, H. 
Achershaug, M.M.D., 500—5th Ave., (P. A.), New York. 


man.— Zhe Sun. 





A CONSISTENT COURSE. 

A New York railroad president was writing to an underling regarding a 
matter of improvement the other man wished to inaugurate without 
time, but of which the president did not particularly approve. 

“ Dear Blank” —he wrote—* Don’t do anything until you see me. 
Then don’t do anything!”— Saturday Evening Fost. 


7435 Pears Tm» i 


MOTHER (40 neighbor who has been summoned—in alarm—to view the 


phenomenon ).—Look what a color he’s gone — wot shall I do? 


Every lover of a good cocktail should insist that 
Abbott’s Bitters be used in making it; 
ting the very best. OC. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 
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thing to be taught by a nice young] 


*T was Mary’s wish when ten years old 
To be a queen with courtiers bold— 

The mistress of her own household, 

And wear a crown of yellow gold. 


Now Mary is a city squaw, 

The prettiest queen you ever saw— 

Her crown of gold’s her only flaw— 

1t’s way back in her lower jaw. 
—Cornell Widow. 


* AND so your next-door neighbor, 
you say, is a real philanthropist ?” 

‘You bet he is,” said the commuter, 
enthusiastically. “Why, he bought ten 
dollars’ worth of flower seeds for my 
chickens last spring.”— Ladies’ Home 
Journal. 


PaRENT.—What is your reason for 
wishing te marry my daughter? 

Younc Man.—I have no reason, 
sir; I am in love.— Sydney Bulletin. 
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SCOTCH SEXTON (zi 
lady over church and followed her to t 
tip )\—Weel, ma 


gate without getting a 


Leddy, gin ye find when ye gang hame 
loss of ot ee 2 ; Pe ihiins 


ye ’ve lost yer purse, ye ‘ll mebbe mind 
did na hae it oot here — /’unch 


4.50. Underwood $35. Any other standard makes quoted 


P.Ritzbeimer, 224 West 42nd St., N.Y. iry 


Special 7 pewriter Offer. Remington $15, Smith Premier 
$l 
| upon request 


Saheim = S 

| WILLIF.— Pa, why was Adam created 
first ? 

Pa.—To give him a ciance to say 

| something, my son. — Cincinnati En- 

| guirer. 

| 


OLD Lapy (¢ seedy-looking library 

boy ).—Have you got * Epictetus?” » 

Boy.—No, thank you, mum; it’s 

| only a bad cold and a sore throat. — 
| Lunch. 








FOR MEN OF BRAINS 


| I1GARS 


"MADE AT KEY WEST= 
ENnouGH To DISCOURAGE. 
“Papa, you remember the pretty 
little plant I had in my window?” 
“Ves, dear,” replied the parent. 
“You know I used to sing to it 
every morning.” 

+ es.” 

“Well, it’s dead.” 

“Then I don’t wonder.” — Yonkers 
Statesman. 





You must a’ used soap! 
—Punch. 


insures your get- 








Aree has for sale the originals of most of the illus- 
trations—both colored and black-and-white—that have 
appeared in its pages during the last year. These 
originals are for sale at very low prices. In every case 
the original is far larger than the picture as it appeared 
in Puck. The originals of some of the color illustra- 
tions are magnificent oil paintings for which Puck pays 
$100.00 and over. Practically all are for sale for one- 
third the price paid by Puck, or less. 
e444 


In case you are interested in any picture, state its name, 
the page on which it appeared, and the date of the issue, 
and we will be glad to send you full particulars as to its 
size, price, etc. Address letters regarding Puck originals 
to Business Manager of Puck. 





The original of every illustration in this issue is for 
sale for one-third the price paid for it by Puck. 


N. B. 
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Mrs. Goopso.k.— Did n’t you learn 
to be a good citizen in the reform 
school ? 

EvERETT WreEst.—Yes’m, I learned 
it theoretically, but I ain’t had no prac- 


9 | 
| Pears” 
tice.—Houston Fost. 


Pears’ Soap leaves the | 


skin smooth, cool and CLaRA.—Isn’t it perfectly lovely— 
healthy. There’s no free this higher education of women ? 
alkali in Pears’, Only Dora.—Why ? 


good soap and pure, cent. of college graduates get married. 


—New York Weekly. 
Sold here and abroad. 


HALE HaAmILTON’s LATEST. 












’ el] ‘ ° . 
Down in South Carolina, they caught an old negro roost-robber “with the 
goods on him,” as the saying goes, and forthwith hailed him into court to stand 
his trial for chicken-stealing. When old Rastus was placed in the dock, the 
judge said: “ Now, Uncle Ras, I suppose you realize that you’re in a court of 
law, and you quite realize what a court is?” Why, shore, Boss,” came back 
Rastus, “a co’t? Why, a co’t am shore a place where dey dispenses with jus- 
tice!” Which reply so delighted everybody concerned that the old pullet- 
pilferer was let off scotfree.—London Opinion. 
| DRAWING 
Cartoon, caricature, andillustrating taught in BOOK form. 
WG) Principles of our entire co’ nce course with over 125 
illustrations. 76 expressions of humanface. Write $1 00 
today for "How to Draw". Sent postpaid ° 
INTERNATIONAL SCHOOL OF DRAWING, 
Box 232, K, Washington, D. C. 
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DONALD (who ts seeing his more prosperous cousin off by the train).—VYe 
micht like tae leave me a bob or twa tae drink ye a safe journey, Wullie. 

WULLIE (feigning regret).— Man, I canna. <A’ my spare shullin’s I gie 
tae my auld mither. 

DonaLD.—That’s strange. Because yer mither told me ye never gie 
her onything. 

WuLiir.—Weel, if I dinna gie my auld mither onything, what sort o’ 


chance dae ye think you ve got?— Punch 


A Sherbet is made tasty and delightful by nsing 
Abbott's Bitters. Sample of bitters by mail, 25 cts. in 
stamps. C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 


“Mapa, the feather in your hat is getting in my eve!” exclaimed a man 
‘ ina crowd. The woman turned around, looked him over and then inquired : 
“Why don’t you wear glasses?” —Vew York Globe. 


HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


PAPER WAREHOUSE 


82, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street ? 
BRaNCH WaRKHODSE: 20 Beekman Street § 


ing up and down while they are play- 
ing?” 

‘Because it makes them harder to 
hit.”— Vale Record. 


New Yor«e 


All kinds of Paper mace to order 


CLara.—The paper says eighty per 


““Wuy do those pipers keep walk- | 





A Question OF GENDER. 
| Ona recent trip of the North Ger- 
|man Lloyd liner Ber/in from New 
| York to Naples a Major Watkins, of 
| London, was registered on the pas- 
senger list. The boat was crowded 
and the purser assigned a husky cattle- 
man from ‘Texas to the same stateroom 
in which the major had already been 
| quartered. 

A little later the cattleman, ignoring 
the purser, hunted up the skipper. 

“Look here, cap,” he demanded, 
“what kind of a joker is this here head 
clerk of yours? 1 can’t travel in the 
same stateroom with that there Major 
Watkins. I can’t and I won’t! For 
that matter neither one of us likes the 
idea.” 
| “What complaint have you?” asked 
the skipper. * Do you object to an army | 
officer for a traveling companion?” 
| Not generally,” stated the ‘'exan— 
“only this happens to be the Salvation 
Army. ‘That there major’s other name 
is Amelia Ann!”—Saturday Ev'g Post. 





F vour Indestructo Trunk should be destroyed to- 

I day, you would receive one just like it, free. 

You would not be forced to buy a new trunk; 
because you would be protected by the rigid 5 year 
Indestructo Guarantee 

Your trunk is built to stand the severest travel 
usage, regardless of what happens, or how far you 
travel, 

That protection is the biggest reason why vou 
should own an Indestructo. 

There are many others; chief among which is the 
Indestructo Trunk itself. 

The Indestructo is built with the idea of your com- 
fort and convenience uppermost in our mind; you 
will agree to this after you have seen the trunk — 

If you don't know the Indestructo dealer in your 
citv, write us; will send you our travel book con- 
taining naturally colored views of all models from 
| $15 to $150. 


National Veneer Products Company 
3404 Beiger Street, Mishawka, Ind. 


“T FIND the professor’s statistics 
stupid.” 

“JT don’t. He told me there were 
four hundred billion people in the 


CounTRY VICAR (lo widow whose 
best pig has died).—Well, you know, 
Mrs. Higgs, these little troubles are 
sent us by Providence for our good. 


world, and that I was the prettiest girl Mrs. Hiccs.—Oh, yes, sir; but 
in the lot."—Raleigh News. what a comfort it is to know that 
peniagrntincscmaainae a there’s One above as won't let Provi- 

USE THE FA dence go too far'— Zorento Globe. 
SAFE. GENTLI CoLiecror. — Why haven't you 





paid your gas bill ? 
ConsuMER.— lhe light was so poor 
| J could not read the bill.— 7e/ican. 
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Painted by NELSON GREENE 


THE NARROWING TARGET 


Beautifully printed in Four Colors and mounted for framing on extra- 
finished heavy 4-ply cardboard, size 14x12 inches. Sent securely wrapped 
— not rolled — to any part of the world on receipt of price, 25 cents. 





This original painting is for sale at one-third its cost 


Address PUCK PUBLISHING CORPORATION, Puck Building, New York 
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PainteD By W. E. HILL 


HITCHING HIS WAGON TO A STAR 








